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Author's Notes: 
For my favourite, because we always speculate upon how James and Lars\' tendency for \‘sharing\ is a front 


for something else. 


Lars and James have shared a lot of girls over the years. It started off as a convenience thing, then a 
competition, then whatever it is now. They can get their fair share of girls on their own - they have a fucking 
platinum album now, for fuck's sake - but somehow they always end up back here. Lars gets a rush when he 
thinks about all the times James has met his eyes across the bar and nodded. All the times they've ushered 
some giggling, eager girl onto a hotel bed. All those times their hands wandered, fingers bruising hard, muscled 
flesh. All those times their mouths found one another. All those times James' hand caressed his cheek, sliding 
long fingers into his hair as he slid his tongue into his mouth; gasping as they both plundered the willing body 


between them. 


Lars knows that he wants more. But he also knows that this is the safe option The closest they can get 
without admitting to some things that neither of them feel ready for. 


Except lately, Lars is feeling like he might be ready. 

He wonders if James is too. 

The object of his thoughts is lying next to him on the hotel bed, staring aimlessly at whatever weird shit is on 
the television Lars watches his fingers loop around the bottle of Jack they've been sharing, silver rings glinting 
in the dim light. A rare night off has them both in Lars' hotel room, comfortably spread on the king-sized bed 
as they slowly demolish the contents of the minibar. 

James sniffs and brings his other arm to rest behind his head, eyes still on the television Lars follows his 
movement, his gaze tracing the flat torso, broad shoulders and tanned, muscled arm as it rests near the 
newly-shaved side of James' head. Lars would never admit it, but he's turned on by James’ new haircut. It 
shows off more of those blue eyes. That devastating grin. He's imagining what it would feel like to trail his 
fingers across the side of James' scalp when a knee bumps his thigh, shaking him out of his daydreaming. 
‘Want more? 

‘Huh? 

James rolls his eyes good-naturedly. ‘Want more Jack? The bottle's almost done: 

Lars swallows hard. ‘No. No, I'm good’ 

‘Suit yourself: 

James settles back against the pillows but leaves his knee pressed into Lars’ thigh, bringing the bottle to his 
lips. Lars feels like he's on fire, the burn starting where their bodies touch. It's only James’ leg, he tells 
himself. Nothing to get heated up over. 

Long, long legs encased in tight black jeans- 

Fuck it. He needs to fix this, whatever it takes. ‘James: 

‘Yeah?! 

‘We could go out, huh? Grab some beverages, grab a girl... 

Lars realises too late that instead of grabbing James’ knee to get his attention like he'd intended, he's wrapped 
his hand around the taut flesh of his thigh. He watches James’ eyes darken as he looks down to where Lars’ 
fingers tighten above his knee. 


There's silence for a while before James speaks. 


‘Do we really need the girl? 


Lars can't be sure he heard him properly. His gaze turns to James, the rest of his body remaining still. Blue 


eyes meet and hold his own 
‘Do you mean, um... 


He can't be serious. But James is there, not looking away. Lars feels his heart start to pound in his chest. Shit 


He's serious He wants this 
/ want this. 


‘So we.uh.. remove the middleman? Or middlewoman, | guess: He snickers at his own joke. Anything to hide the 


fact that he feels like he's about to burst through his own skin. 


James doesn't laugh. He reaches out to Lars, closing the short distance between them on the bed. Wraps a 
hand around the back of his neck, drawing him closer. ‘Yeah’. 


Lars can barely breathe. He lets out a trembling, whispered ‘Okay’, and in the next second James mouth is 


finally on his. 


This is different from all the other times. There's no girl between them, providing a safety net that they can 
both take solace in the next day, when the ‘what ifs' become too tormenting. This is just the two of them, 
alone together. Lars can feel James' warm breath on his cheek, feel his hands tilting his head to give him 


better access. And Lars lets him, fisting his own hand into James’ messy blond curls, pulling him closer. 


The room is silent aside from their soft gasps and moans. James rolls Lars underneath him, deepening the kiss 
as he pushes his weight onto the body beneath him. The feeling of their bodies pressed together like this, 
their clothes the only barrier between them, is almost too much for Lars. James thrusts a knee between his 


denim-clad thighs and Lars raises his hips, whimpering as his hardening groin meets another. 
James groans and pulls away from the kiss, exhaling sharply through his nose. ‘Fuck, Lars...’ 


Lars reaches up and pulls James to him again, sucking his bottom lip between his teeth as the other man's 
hips start to move against his own. He slides his tongue into James' mouth, every nerve ending on fire as he 


tastes his best friend. 


Lars' back arches clear off the bed as he feels cool hands slide inside his shirt, rough fingers skating over his 
ripples. ‘Christ, James... 


Before he knows it his shirt is pulled up over his head and he returns the favour, feverishly kissing James' 
chest as he reaches for his straining fly. James' hands get there first, though, pinning his arms above his 


head and smirking down at him. 


Lars bucks his hips in frustration and grins as James bites his lip and hisses, his glare even more heated than 


the skin of their torsos pressed together. ‘You want it? 


He's almost ready to sob. ‘Fuck, yes! James, fuck’ He grinds their hips together again and cries out when 
James bites down on his neck, releasing his arms as he makes short work of the button on Lars’ jeans. 


Hands now free, Lars reaches for the fly of those tight black jeans. He struggles to keep his composure as 
James pulls his jeans over his hips and Lars follows his movements soon after, garments flung across the 
room as their bare flesh meets for the first time. 


And then Lars feels nothing but unbearable, dizzying heat as James' body settles back over his own. His 
breath catches as James snakes a hand between their bodies to touch him and Lars echoes the gesture, the 
air filled with soft groans and whispered words as they kiss, bite, and stroke as one. Together they cross a 


line, knowing things can never be the same from here on, and neither really caring. 


Its all over far too quickly, the rush of touching each other with no one else there as a barrier too much for 
both of them. James collapses on top of him, not noticing the sticky mess on their stomachs. Lars welcomes 
the weight, sliding his hands up James’ back and flattening his palms on his shoulder blades. He slips his clean 
hand into James' sweaty hair as he buries his face into Lars‘ neck, closing his eyes at the intimacy of James’ 


heart beating against his own as their breathing evens out. 


They lie like that for a while, saying nothing, gently gliding fingertips over tired muscles and pressing lips to 
damp skin. James is the first to move, resting his weight on an elbow and Lars whines slightly at the loss of 
the heavy warmth against his chest. His eyes flicker open when he feels long fingers gently pushing his hair 


from his clammy forehead, sated blue eyes slowly coming in to focus. 

Lars' voice sounds hoarse to his own ears. ‘Guess we should leave out the middleman more often, huh?! 

‘Or middlewoman, was it? James sounds as worn out as he feels. He cocks a blond eyebrow, running a thumb 
along his bottom lip. Lars darts his tongue out to meet it, too comfortable to do anything further. He doesn't 
miss the way James' eyes follow the pink tip, the bob of his adam's apple as he swallows. 


‘Mmm. That too: 


James doesn't say anything further, just pulls Lars to him again and kisses him slowly, like they have all the 
time in the world. 


And maybe, Lars thinks, maybe they just do. 


